

The firil Part of Henry the Sixt. 


(lA'cIus Trimus. Sccena \Prima. 



De.id C Jllxrch, 

Enter the TuneraH of King Henry the Tift , attended on by 
the Duke of Bedford Regent of France ; the Duke 
ofGlcfttr, Protector; the Duke of Exeter War- 
ypicke y the TZifbop ofwinchefter, and 
the Duke of Sower fet . 

! Bedford . 

Vngbcyheauens wich black,yield day tonight; 
Comets importing change of Times and States, 
Brandifh your cry (tall Trelfes in the Skie, 

And with them fcourge the bad rcuolcing Stars, 
That haue contented vnto Henries death: 

King Henry the Fife,too famous to line long, 

England ne’re loft a King of fo much worth. 

qhft. England ne’rc had a King vntill his time: 
Vertue he had p dcferuing to command. 

His brandifht S word did bhnde men with his beames, 
His Armes fpred wider then a Dragons Wings : 

His fparkiingEyes,rcpleatwith wrathfull fire, 

More dazled and droue back his Enemies, 

Then mid-day S:inne,fierce bent againft their fates. 
What fhould I fay? his Deeds exceed all fpeech : 

He ne’re lift vp his Hand,b*Jt conquered. 

Exe. We mourne in black*,why mourn we not in blood? 
Henry is dead,and neuer fhall reuiue: 

Vpon a Woodden Coffin vve attend; 

And Deaths dilhonourablc Vidlbrie, 

We with our ftately prefence glorifie, 

Like Captiues bound to a Triumphant Carre. 

What? (ball weeurfethe Planets ofMifhap, 

That plotted thus our Glories ouerthrow? 

Or fhall vvethinke the fubtile-wicted French, 

Coniurcrs and Sorcerers, that afraid of him. 

By Magick Verfes haue contriu’d his end. 

Winch . He was a King,blcft of the King of Kings. 
Vnto the French^he dreadfuil Iudgement-Day 
So dreadfuil will not bc,as was his fight. 

The Battailes of the Lord of Hofts he fought: 

The Churches Prayers mode him fo proiperous. 

Glofi . The Church ? where is it ? 

Had not Church-men pray’d, 

His thred of Life had not fo foone decay'd. 

None doe you like, but an effeminate Prince, 

Whom like a Schoole-boy you may ouer-awc. 

Wwch. Glofler, what ere we like.thou art Prote£lor, 

And lookeft to command the Prince and Realmc. 

Thy Wife is prowd, fhc hclderh thee in awe. 

More then God or Religious Church-mcn may. 


Glofi. Name not Religion/or thou Iou’ft the Fl^i. 
And nere throughout the yeere to Church thou o ? 
Except it be to pray againft thy foes. °° *• 

Bed. Ceafe,ceafe thefe Iarrcs,& reft your mind. ;* 
Let’s to the Altar: Heralds wayt on vs; n P Cai 
In fteadof Gold,wee'le offer vp our Armes 
Since Armes auayle not,now that Henrfs dead 
Poftcritie await for wretched yeeres, ’ 
When at their Mothers moiftned eyes,Babes r , 
Our He be made a Nourifo of fait Teares, Ucl 
And none but Women left to wayle the dead 
Henry the Fift, thy Ghoft I inuocate: 

Protper this Realme, keepe it from Ciuill Broyle* 
Combat wich aduerfe Planets in the Heauens- ’ 

A farre more glorious Starrc thy Soule will make 
Then Iuliut Caftr,ot bright—— ‘ 

Enter a Mejfeuger. 

Afef. My honourable Lords..health to youail; 
Sad tidings bring I to you out of France, 

Of Ioffe, of ftaughter,snd difeomfiture: 

Gu^ en,Champaigne,Rhcimes,Orleance, 

Paris Guylors,Poi(5hers,are all quite loft, 

Bedf. What fay’ft thou man,before dead Henry's Ccarfe 
Speakc (oftly,or the Ioffe of thofe great Townes 
Will makehiroburfthis Lead,and rife from death, 
Gloft. Is Paris loft? is Roan yeeldedvp? 

If Henry were recall'd to life againe, 

Thefe news would caufe him once more yeeld the Ghoft 
Exe. How were they loft { what trecherie was vs’d; 
Meff. No trecherie, but want of Men and Money. 
Amongft the Souldiers this is muttered. 

That here you maintainc feuerall Fa&ions: 

And whil’ft a Field fhould be difpatcht and fought, 
You are difputing of yourGenerals. 

One would hauelingring Warres,with little coft 5 
Another would flye fwift,but wanteth Wings ; 

A third thinke$,without expence at all, 

By guilefoll faire words,Peace may be obtayn’d. 
Awake,awake,Englifh Nobilitie, 

Let not flouth dimmeyour Honors,new begot; 
Cropt are the Flower-de-Luces in your Arrow 
Of Englands Coat,one halfe is cut away. 

Exe. Were our Teares wanting to this Funerall, 
Thefe Tidings would call forth her flowing Tides. 

"Bedf. Me they concerne,Regent I am of France; 
Giueme my fteelcd Coat,lie fight for France. 

Away with thefe difgracefull wayling Robes; 
Wounds will I lend the French,in ftead of Eyes, 

To weepe their intermiflme Miferies. 




201 101 Ml 66 86 £6 96 S6 66 E6 26 16 06 68 88 £8 98 S8 68 E8 28 18 08 62 8£ ££ 92 S£ 6£ U IL U 02 69 89 29 99 S9 69 E9 29 19 09 6S 8S £S 9S S9 69 ES 2S IS OS 66 


Thefirjl Tart of.Henry the Sixt, 


97 


0 


"Enter to them another Meffenger. 

IT Lords view thefe Letters,**!! of bad nnfchancc. 
^•treuolced from the Englifh quite, 

W° C r n me DCttv Townes,of no import. 

KKS. Cbi» to eroded King ioRheitnes: 
n ftard of Orleance with him is loyn d . 
i,l V jke of Anion, doth take his part, 

W v, i Uof Alanlon flyeth to his fide. Exit. 

Tl ’f The Dolphin crown’d Sing?all flye to him? 

„lwfhall we flye from this reproach f 
'r! (t Wevvillnotflye,buc to our enemies t.iroats. 
Sifthoubeflacke.Ilefightitout. 

’ A Gloftr, why doubtft chou of my fomardneffe? 

. ?; mv haue l muftet’d in my thoughts, 

J h ft erc v»ith already France is ouer-run. 

Enter another Mejfenger. 

Wcf My gracious Lords, to adde to your laments, 
Wherewith y^ u now bedew King Henries hearfe, 
tmaft informe you ofa difmall fight, 

U rwixtthe flout Lord Talbot, and the French. 

W gi„, Whac?wherein Talbot ouercame, is’t fo ? 

CMef.O no: wherein Lord Talbot was o’rethrovvn: 
Thecircumftancelle tell you more at large. 

The tenth of Auguft laft, this dreadfuil Lord, 

Retvring from the Siege of Orleance, 

Hailing filll fearce fix thoufand inhts troupe, 

Bythreeand twentie thoufand of the French 
Was round incompaffed,and fet vpon: 

Mo leyfure had he to enranke his men. 

He wanted Pikei to fet before his Archers: 

jn ftead whereof, foarpe Stakes pluckt out of Hedges 

They pitched in the ground confufedly, 

Tokeepe the Horfemen off,from breaking in. 

More then three houres the fight continued: 

Where valiant Talbot , aboue humane thought. 

Enabled wonders with his Sword and Lance. 

Hundreds lie fent to Hcll,and none durft ftand him: 

Here,there,and cuery where enrag’d.he flew. 

The French exdaym’d, the Dcuill was in Armes, 

All the whole Army flood agaz’d on him. 

His Souldiers fpytng his vndaunted Spirit, 

AfAf,a Talbot, cry’d out amaine, 

Andrufht into the Bowels of the Battaile. 

Here had the Conqueft fully been feal’d vp. 

If Sir Iohn Fal/faffe had not play’d the Coward. 

He being in the Vauward, plac’t behinde, 

Withpurpofc to relieue and follow them. 

Cowardly fled,not hauing ftruck one ftroake. 

Hence grew the generall wrack and maffacre: 

Endofed were they with their Enemies. 

A bale Wallon,to win theDolphins grace, 

Thruft Talbot with a Speare into the Back, 

Whom all France,with their chicfe affcmbled ftrength, 
Durft not prefume to looke once in the face. 

Bedf. Is Talbot flaine thenf Iwillflay my felfe, 
Forliuing idly here, in pompe and eafe, 

Whil’A iuch a worthy Leader,wanting ayd, 
ftitohisdaftatd foe-men is betray’d. 

l.Meff. O no,heliues,but is tooke Prifoner, 

And Lord Scales with him,and Lord Hunger ford : 

Aloft of the reft flaughter’d,or tooke likewife. 

Bedf. His Ranfome there is none but I fhall pay, 
le hale the Dolphin headlong from his Throne, 

Its Crowne fhall be theRanlome of my friend: 

’oure of their Lords lie change for one of ours. 


Farwell my Matters,to my Taske will I, 

Bonfires in France forthwith I am to make. 

To keepe our great Saint Georges Feaft withall. 

Ten thoufand Souldiers with me 1 will take, 

Whofc bloody deeds fhall make all Europe quake. 

3 .tJMeJf. So you had need, for Orleance is befieg’d. 
The Englifh Army is growne wcake and faint: 

The Earle of Salisbury craueth fupply. 

And hardly keepes his men from fnutinie. 

Since they fo few,watch fuch a multitude. 

Exe. Remember Lords your Oathes to Henry fwome: 
Eyther to quell the Dolphin vttcrly. 

Or bring him in obedience to your yoake. 

Bedf. I doe remember it,and here take my leaue. 

To goe about my preparation. Exit Bedford. 

Glofi. lie to the Tower with all the haft I can. 

To view th’Artilierie and Munition, 

And then I will proclayme young Henry King. 

Exit Glofter . 

Exe. ToEltam will I,wheretheyoungKingis, 

Bcin" ordayn’d his fpeciall Gouernor, 

And for his fafetie there lie beft deuife. Exit. 

Winch. Each hath his Place and Funftion to attend: 

I am left out; for me nothing remaincs : 

But long 1 will not be lack out of Office, 

The King from Eltam I intend to fend, 

And fit at chiefeft Sterne of publique Weale, 

Exit. 

Sound a Eloursfb. 

Enter Charles, Alanfon, and Reignetr, marching 
with Drum and Souldiers. 

Charles. TAars his true mouing.euen as in the Heaueni, 
So in the Earth,to this day is not knowne. 

Late did he fhine vpon the Englifh fide: 

Now we are Vi£fors,vponvs he fmiles. 

What Townes of any moment,but we haue ( 

At pleafure here we lye,neere Orleance: 

Otherwhiles,the famifht Englifh,like pale Ghofts, 
Faintly befiege vs one houre in a moneth. 

Alan. They want their Porredge,& their fat BulBceues: 
Eyther they muft be dyeted like Mules, 

And haue their Prouendcr ty’d to their mouthes, 

Or pitteous they will looke,like drowned Mice. 

Reigneir. Let’s rayfe the Siege: why Iiue wc idly here ? 

7* dlbot is taken,whom we wont to feare: 

Remayneth none but mad-brayn’d Salubary. 

And he may well in fretting fpend his gall, 

Nor men nor Money hath he to make Warre. 

Charles. Sound,found Alarum,we will rufh on them. 
Now for the honour of the forlorne French: 

Him I forgiue my death,that killcth me. 

When he fees me goe back one foot, or flye, Exeunt. 
Here Alarum , they are beaten back . k by the 
Englifh,withgreat Ioffe. 

Enter Charles,Alanfon,and Reigneir. 

Charlet. Who euer faw the like?what men haue I? 
Doggcs,Cowards,Daftards: I would ne’re haue fled. 
But that they left me ’midft my Enemies, 

Reigneir. Salisbury is a defperateHomicide, 

He fighteth as one weary of his life: 

The other Lords,like Lyons wantingfoode. 

Doe rufh vpon vs as their hungry prey. 

1 r 2 AtanC Troy. 



















































































